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ACT - II                            SCENE - I
Monday:        Sun in first quadrant. Datta and Nagavalli
Nagavalli:         Lord, the ways of Vicchu Are puzzling.
He is made of sterner stuff. I love him And yet I dread him.
Datta:             Our son grows soldierly;
Worry not. He shall see And unconceal things Awesome to behold.
Nagavalli:         Lord, I hear from many That he is ever Companied with the kine Under the spreading Atthi ti He leads them And he feeds them; He milks them without milki He wields a neatherd's crool The magic wand that draws i Is he a Brahmachari Or a confirmed cowherd? When he speaks to me, His voice is familiar, But not so his words. Will he become a stranger Who is so strange? 1 shudder and quake To think of what is to betide
Datta:             Do not trouble thyselft, Dharmatma the Guru Chose to show mer even me, the way. Let me bow to him And bow to you.
